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T be Hijhrie of.. 

Ran fearefully among the trembling reedes, 

And hid his crifpe-head in the hollow banke, 

Bioud-ftained with thefe valiant combatans, 

Neticr did bare.and rotten policy , 

Colour her working with fiich deadly wounds. 

Nor neuer could the noble Lflfortimer • 

Receiue fo many, and all willignly 
Then let not him be flandered with retvolt. 

King. Thou doft bdy him Percy , thou doft bely him, 
Henujer did encounter. with Glcndmver. 

I tell thee, he dur ft as well haue met the Diuell alone, 

As Owen Cjkndower for an enemy. 

Art thou noc alham’d? bat firra, henceforth 
Let me not hearc you foeake of \JMhrtimer, 

Send me your prifoners with the fpeediell meanes, 

Or you fhall heare in fuch a kind from me, 

As will difpleafe you. My Lord Northumberland, 
Welicencevour departure with your fonne. 

Send vs your prifoners, or yoaw ill heare of it. Exit King. 

Hot. And if thediueli come and roars for them, 

1 will not fend them : I will after flraight 
And tell him fo, for I will cafe my heart, 

Albeit 1 make a hazard of my head. 

Nor. What? drunk&with choler? flay and paufe a while, 
Here comes y.6ur..vncic. 

Hot. Spcake ofcMortimcri ' 

Zounds I will fpeake of him, and let my foule 
Wantmercyifl do notioyne with him-: 

Yea on his part, lie empty all thefe veines . I 
And /head my deare blond, drop by drop i'th dull. 

But ! will lift the downe-trod Mortimer, 

As high in ’th ayreastliis vn thankful! king, 

As this ingrate and cankred EuHirgbrooke. 

Nor. Brother the ICing hath made your Ncpheivnud. 

VSor. Who ftrookcthis.heatevp after I was gone? 

Hot. He will forfooth hauc ail my prifoners^ 

And when I vrg’d the ranfome once againe 
Ofmy wiucs brother, then his cheekelookt,pa!e, 
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Henry the fourth* 

Andon my face he turnd an eye of death, 

Trembling cuen at the name of Mortimer. 

fVor. I cannot blame him, was not he prodiamd 
By Richard that dead is, the next of bloud 
Nor. He was*, I heard the proclamation. 

And then it was, when the vnhappy King, 

(Whofc wrongs in vs God pardon) did let fortli 
Vpon his Iri/h expedition j 
From whence he intercepted, did returnc 
To be depos’d and lhartly murdered. 

Wor. And for whofe death, we in the worlds wide-ffloutfa 
Liuefcandaliz’d and feuly fpoken off. 

Hot. But /oft I pray you, did King Richard then 
Proclamc my brother Mortimer , 

Heirc to the crownc ? 

Nor. He did, my fclfc did heareit. 

Hot , Nay then I cannot blame his coo/in King. 

That wilht him on-the barren mountaincs ftarufT 
But fhall it be that you thatfet the crowne 
Vpon the head of this forgccfull -man, 

And for his fake weare the detefted blot 
Or murthcrous fu born a non? fhallit be 
That you a world ofeurfes vndergo, 

Being the agent*, or bafefecond meanes, 

The cordes, thcladdar, or the hangman rather? 

O pardon if thacidefcendfo low. 

To fhewthchneand the predicament, 

Wherein you range vnder this fubtil King. 

Shall it for fhame be fpoken in the fe dayes, 

Or fill vp cronicles in time to come. 

That men of your nobility and power 
Did gage them both in an vniuft behalfe, 

( As both of y ou God pardon it, hane done) 

To putdownc Richard thatfweetlouelyRofe, 

And plant this thorne, this canker Bullmgbro obef 
And lhall itin more fliamc be further fpoken. 

That you arc fool’d, difearded, and ftiookc off 
By him, for whom thefe fliames ye vndcr-went ? 
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